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Memories 


Author's Notes: 
Probably nothing like this ever happened. It's just a story. 


It's been ten years now. 

Ten years since | last heard you sing. 
Sing for me. 

Sing my songs..our songs. 

Or song. 


| never got to know if you.if you truly understood. 


It was a beautiful, cold winter day. Tuomas was walking down a pure white road as huge snowflakes fell down 
from the sky and melted on the surface of his clothes. He had been walking for quite a while all ready. His 


mind was only circling around one thought. 


Finally he made it to the destination. He took his hat off, drew a deep breath and knocked on the door. The door 
was answered by an older man. The man had broad shoulders, a slightly balding head and he was very tall. 
Rubbing his beard stubble he opened his mouth. "- Oh. It's you. TARJA! THAT GEEKY, PRETTYBOY FRIEND OF 
YOURS IS HERE!-", For a while there was silence but then fast footsteps was heard as Tarja stomped down the 
stairs. The elder guy eyed his little girl lovingly, then glanced at Tuomas very strictly and walked away. "- 


Come on in. You must be cold-", Tarja said and pulled her friend inside. 


Sitting on her bed Tuomas played with his fingers as he was waiting for Tarja to come back. "-All right. Here's 
the tea And here's the cinnamon buns.-", Tarja said while entering the room with the tray. "-Tarja. You 
shouldn't have-", Tuomas chuckled as Tarja poured the tea into two big mugs. For a while they sat there 
drinking the tea in silence until Tuomas spoke up. "-Tarja | want to ask you to sing for a couple of songs | 
made.-", He burst out all of a sudden. For a while Tarja was all silent and only stared at Tuomas who shyly 
dared to look up at her. 

"-Sure..sure | willl-", She said and reached to hug her friend. Tuomas backed off a little but Tarja wrapped her 
arms around him and squeezed tight. Feeling the warm embrace, her heartbeat, the stunning smell of her hair 


Tuomas drifted off into his musings. 


| felt so much for you 
Almost every song was about or for you. 

After every gig you looked at me, smiled, and clapped 
It almost made me feel like you knew. 

But it wasn't true. You didn't know. 


| never told you. 


The plane landed on the airport of Buenos Aires. The strangling heat was almost unbearable for the Finns who 


were used to the mild summers. The guys were settling down to their "new home". The arena was huge. 


The band gathered to the stage for a soundcheck. "-Oh for fucks sake!Where the hell is Tarja?"-, Marco said 
to the mic as they had been playing the intro for a while and the time Tarja was supposed to start singing had 
gone seconds ago. "I'll go look for her.-", Tuomas said, jumped down the stage and vanished to the curtains 


covering the backstage. 


Tuomas walked down the corridors of the arena and finally found Tarja's dressing room. The door was slightly 
open. Gently he peeked in just to see that Tarja wasn't undressed or anything. He was about to knock the door 
when he saw Tarja. She was kissing some guy. The same guy they were working with. Tuomas backed off from 


the door and leaned on the wall beside him staring into emptiness. 


Without you knowing you shattered my heart in a million pieces that day. 
But its mostly my own fault. 

After that everything changed. 

You started to push me off. 

You never talked to me. 

That smiling glance of yours after gigs vanished. 

What happened? 

We were best friends. 


We used to do everything together. 


"- The press conference won't be held. Tarja is sick-", Marcelo said to Tuomas and Ewo. The three men were 
standing in a hotel bar with the others. "-Fine. Will she still be singing tonight?-", Ewo asked glancing at Tuomas 
who was staring at the floor. "-Yes she will. If she's been given everything she needs.-", The latino guy 
answered and walked away. Tuomas stood up, lit up a smoke and walked off. Ewo sighed and watched him go. 
Tero appeared behind Ewo. "-It's a goddamn miracle if this band sticks together until the last concert", Ewo 
huffed and walked away with Tero. 


After the show Tuomas went to Tarja's dressing room. "- Tarja, we're going ro the bar. You coming?-", He 
asked and sat on the side of the table that was placed near the wall. "-Are you kidding? I'm sick | can barely 
talk You go with the guys, Marcelo will take care of me-", She said and smiled. Tuomas stood up and took a 
few steps to the door. At the same time Marcelo came to the room. "-Hey. Nice show by the way. You were 
on fire.-", He said and patted the keyboarders shoulder. "-Yeah yeah.-", Tuomas huffed, put his head down and 
left the room. 


| didn't understand why you were suddenly so cold to me. 


Like you didn't even know me. 


Then you started saying those things about wanting to start your own career. 
| panicked. 

| tried to fix things up to keep you close to me. 

| gave you time for yourself. 

But it seems that it wasn't enough. 

It had been a full year since we last talked properly. 

Only the two of us. 

Without Marcelo. 

| felt so alone. 

| used to know everything that was going on in your life. 


| survived through the news of your marriage. Even if it broke my heart, or what was left of it. 
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Believe me. | never wanted to hurt you like this 
It could have ended so much better. 

But this was the only way of saying goodbye. 

| finally understood that | had to let you go. 
You didn't care about me anymore. 

We weren't friends anymore. 

You had abandoned me. 


| had wasted so many years loving you and trying to say it. 


To make you understand. 


But you never did. 


